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sodden grey sky of yesterday, with sooty-coloured
clouds driving over it, still the same desolate land-
scape, dripping houses, and distant forest shrouded
in white mist. Another day at Touloung ! Cursiuo1
Siberia and everything connected with it, I wrapped
myself in ray pelisse, and lay down again on the
filthy worm-eaten floor, nor did I awake again till
past ten o'clock, to find a new arrival seated, in
front of the hissing samovars and the rain coming
down harder than ever.

The new coiner was a Jew, and a very dirty one
into the bargain, though evidently a man of means,
as his private tarantass and fat podgy hands,
covered with enormous diamond rings, testified.
Like most of his race, he was as curious as a
monkey, and no sooner had I opened my eyes than
I was assailed with the usual bevy of .questions.
"What was my nationality?" "Where had I
come from?" "Where was I going?" "What
was my income ? " and finally, " What had brought
xne Ijb Siberia?" My answer. " Pleasure," was
invariably met with shouts of laughter on these
occasions. Kor, now that I have crossed that
dreary country, can I blame my fellow-travellers
for what at the time I looked upon as a somewhat
rude and unnecessary display of mirth. The Jew
spoke a little French, and was a welcome addition
to our melancholy party, for besides being a cheery,
talkative fellow, full of fun and anecdote, he had a
large stock of provisions. We were almost starv-
ing, and accepted with alacrity his invitation to
join him in a tin of preserved mutton, washed down
"by a couple of glasses of vodka.